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“Je ne me sens jamais plus seul que
lorsque je livre mon coeur a quelque
ami.""—Maupassant.

that i® none of your business or mine.
Garland lived at the Constitution
tel. - The hotel did small honor to its

name, in fact it would have ruined any

ho-

i
i I.

Garland’'s professiom took him to Ten
Pin Corners His profession was to
collect butterflies for the Natural His-
tory Museum of New York “Uncle
Billy.” who kept the Constituition ho-
tel at Ten Pin Corners, thought “bug
huntin' "’ was a “dampoor bizness, even
fur a dood,”"—and perhaps it was—but

often sat for hours watching them half
afioat along the bank or squatting ma-
jestically upon some mossy throne.
That afternpon he had put on a scar-
let ibis fly, and the frogs plunged and
ilunged after it, flopping into the pools
and frightening the lurking trout until
Garland was obliged to substituie a
yellow fly in self defense. But the
trout were coy. One great fellow leaped
for the fly, missed it, leaped again to
see what was wrong, and finding out,
fled into the depths, waving his square
tail derisively. Gariland walked slowly
down the brook, casting ahead into the
stream, sometimes catching his fly in
the rank grass, sometimes deftly de-

other constitution. It was ruining Gar- | feating the larcenous maneuvers of
land’s by degrees, but a man of twen- [Some fat frog, and now and then land-
ty-five doesn’'t notice such things. Se!ing a plump, orange-bellied trout
Garland swallowed his saleratus bis-|among the perfumed mint, where it
cuits and bolted pork and beans, and flopped until a merciful tap on the nose
was very glad that he was alive | sent its vital spark into Nirvana and
He had met the population of | its crimson flecked body into Garland's
Ten Pin Cormers over the bar at the |NOss-lined creel
Conatitution hotel—it being a t “.;,,1,: Once or twice he dropped his rod in
ance state—and there he had listened | the grass to net some conceited but-
to their views on all that makes life | terfly that flaunted its charms before
worth living the serious-minded clover bees, but he
He tried to love his fellow country-iS¢ldom found anything worth keeping,
men. When Orrin Haves spat upon nﬁ»“'*“ the butterfly was left to pursue
stove and denounced woman’s suffrage | 18 8iddy flight ‘ A
—when Cy Pettingil, whose wife was| AS De passed, ‘-"\alkn:g i|~ghlly on
obliged to sign his name for him,|!® flowering turf, the big black
agreed profanely—when the Hon. Han- | cFickets sang to him, the katy-
ford Perkins. A. P. A. demonstrated | 41ds scraped for him, and the grass-
the wickedness of Catholicism, and |DOPPErs, big and little, brown, green
proffered vague menaces against Rome !‘”“4’ yellow hopped out of the verdure
Garland conscientiou repressed a | lJ:“‘l"I‘r‘ him, a tiny escort of uuun}c-rs
shudder. It was nearly 4 o'clock in the after-
God bless | Boon when he came to the last pool,

“They are my

countryvimen,

[Tnele

stove, and Billy also, to
put himself on an equality with the

spat

Hon. Hanford Perkins

Concerning the mendacity of Uncle
Eflly there could be no question. Ten
Pin Corners had been originally Ten
Pines Corners, Half a mile from ths

main street stood a
surrounded bv ten gi

and from the fou ross-

terminus of the
low stone house,
gantic pines,

rcads behind It, now long disused and
overgrown with grass and fireweed,
that the village name degenerated from |
Ten Pines to Te: Pin

Thither Garland was wont to go in
the avenings, for the pines were the
trvsting places of moths—gray moths
with pink and black under wings,
brown moths with gaudy orange under |
wings. rusty red moths flecked with sil- |
ver, nankeen yellow moths, the prod-
uct of the measuring-worm, big fluffy |
moths, little busy moths, and moths
that you and I know nothing about.
The sap from the pines attracted some |
of these creatures, the llly garden in

front of the stone house attracted oth-
ers, and the whole con
tracted QGarland Also
the stone house a hoy's gister
One afte: when Uncle
continued expectoration and C
tingil’s profanity had driven
from the hotel, he wandered down into
a fragrant meadow, butterfly net in one
hand, trout rod in the other, and
ets stuffed with cyanide jar,
sandwiches and Wilson on Hybrids.

ybination at-
there lived in
Billy's

Pet-

noon

Gar

The stream was narrow and deep

land |

s
pocK- |
fly-hook, |

i
for l

the most part flowing silently between |
jevel banks fragrant with mint Jll]'i‘
scented grass; but here and there a

small moss-grown dam choked the vur-,

rent into a deeper pool below,
which poured musical waterfalls.

There were trout there, yvellow, spec-
kxled. and greedy, but devious in their

wayvse, and uncertain as April mornings.

There were also frogs there, solemn
green ones that snapped at the arti-
ficial fiys and came out of the water

with siim limbs outstretched and bel-
ly glistening.

«1¢’s like pulling up some nude dwarf,
when they grab the fly,” wrote Gar-
land to his chief in New ank."'reall.\'
they look so naked and indecent.” (,ntr)n-
erwise G‘ale.aunt? ‘1“ fu::d of ffo'gs, eJ

into |

“That's what T said,” said Tip. | to0—and never get it,” said Ce-
scowling at the water. “and 1 said |, ! :
vou'd kick the hel—you'd Kkick the| - A Y
ST v i ~ e | 8 mmoi gossi -
| ““'l' . (‘,\'JT *‘k(;:f;“,‘,‘.' ,\-;Il"-?rl!;ax:-?;ind. trv- | Porn who congregated about the saliva
ing to ,.;,,;,m, his 'mmh “vou mustn't ‘\\'lri.’)\'fn sl.n\'v at Uncle Billy’s or sat on
say that sort of thing, you know, Tip.’ l!\ ?}u744< in the posx‘?ﬁ‘xce store.

“I krcw it,” sald Tip, resignedly, 1| But . -j;ﬂ\‘ Garland, “you do not
hove 'r apple through his hat, thuugl.'“‘“\“‘ his attention—now.

jast night.” | “No,” she said indifferently, “I do

'n Garland explained to Tip all not want it now—it iz too late.”
about the deference due to age, but so| “Then don't let’s think about it,” said
i pleasantly that the child listened to | Garland quickly.
every word. N e » | “Think! Think”* she answered with-

“All right,” he said. “T'll let the ole | .+ ympatience, “what else can I do?”
man be—1 was plannin’ to bust & Win- | . Apng you think of him?” he asked.
dow, h (-untlnurud..'"“\llh’ a trace "fl “No, not of him, but of his injustice,”
regret, rhu:l l ‘:miéhdli‘rx‘l cried in & | she said quietly.
ciimax o JIOUS Tes 8 .

Garland i\\‘awh»d a distant bunerﬂy: They had talked sometimes on the
critically for a yr.-»y}.pm.drh,,:l p‘iok:d 1:::‘:?:(‘!102” r.e\r';rrhl;;:wmsjui.:ttelr]:: 1:

» his rod and creel and shook the|Came about. S i g
“1_;, : from his pipe 3’!‘1‘1- had moved her to the confidence,

“Goin' to see Cis?™™ in(‘“irpd Tin. | if it ecould bhe called a (‘onﬁdence, for

“Hem! Hum' I—er—may bpass by |all the free-born were unbidden partic-
hat way renlied Garland. {irants in the secret. The story was

“You won't tell her that T smashed |commonplace enovgh. When Celia was
Bill Timerson?" sixteen, four years back, she llved with

“Of ourse not." said Garland, [an elect uncle in the manufacturing
that's for you to tell her.” town of Highfield, forty miles down the

I won't,”” =aid the child doggedly. river. One day a road company with

“Very well,” sald Garland, walking | more repertoire than cash, stranded at
| away Bowles® opera house and drifted back

Tip watched him, but he did not | by highway and byway toward Bos-
turn, and the child's face became trou- |{ton. One member of the company,
bled. however, did not drift back. His name

“T will tell,” Mr. Garland!™ he called | was Clarence Minster and he said he
across the meadow. had found seivation, which was true

“All right, Tin,” answered Garland |in one sense, for Celia’'s elect uncle
cheerily. clawed him into the fold and having

i1 cleansed his soul, gave him a job to

Before Garland came in sight of the |Cleanse the ‘S[?.‘MP at very few dolinre
low stcne house he caught the fra-|a month. Celia was young and sim-
grance of the lilies. The sun glittered | Ple and pitiful. She aiso possessed $500
low on the horizon. long Iluminous |0f her own. So Clarence Minster first
shadows stretched over meadow and |ran away with her and then'with most
pasture, and a thin blue haze floated |of her 3$500. Unfortunately the mar-

¢ sS4V no

high among the feathery tops of the
pines about the house. A white nanny
goat of tender age, tethered on the vel-
vet turf, cried “me-—h! me—h!" watch-
ing him with soft, silly eyes. Except
for the kid and a Maltese cat asleep on
the porch, there wag no sign of life
about the house., Garland turned and
look~d cut over the pasture. A spot of

grayish-pink was moving down there. idrama.. “Honor,” and kis photographs )

S e o T o

He watched it for a moment, quietly
refilling his pipe, then dropped his rod
and net upon the turf, and threw him-
self on the ground beside them. From
time te time he raised his eyes from
the pages of Wilson on Hybrids to note
the progress of the pink spot in the
distant pasture.

Wilson was most interesting on hy-
brids. What Wilson had to say was
this: “There can be mo doubt that hy-
brid forms of these two splendid but-
terfiies Nymphalis Arthemis and
Nymphalis Ephestion, exist in the lo-
calities frequeniaed by these species. In

the little village of Ten Pin Corners
Professor Wormly discovered an un-
known hybrid, which, unfortunately,

he was unable to capture or describe.”

This was what Wilson had to say on
hybrids

This was what Garland thought: “T'd
give $50 to capture one of these hy-
brids—I wender what Celia is doing in
the pasture? It may not have been a
hybrid; it may only have been a va-
ciety. Celia is milking the Alderney,
that’s what she’'s doing. 8till Wormly
ought to know what he’s about. Celia
has finished milking; now.it's the Jer-
sey's turn. I should ke to see a hy-
brid of Arthemis and—hello! Celia has
finished, 1 fancy.” Then he laid down
his book snd carefully retied his neck-

tie

When Celia arrived and placed her
milk pail on the porch, Garland
jumped to his feet with hypoecritical
surprise

“You are milking early,” he said;

“did you just come from the pasture?”
The girl looked at her pail and nod-

were occasionally seen in Highfield
store windows.

This was Celia's story—part of it
The other part began as she began to
listen to Garland, and to bring him del-
icate winged moths that sought her
chamber lamp as she bent over Tip's
patched clothes. Something aiso was
beginning for Garland; he felt it grow-
ing as he moved among the lilies in the
dusk while Celia held the bullseye lan-
tern, and the great sphinx moths hov-
ered over the pinks. He felt it in the
erystal clear mornings when sleepy
butterflies clung to the late lilacs, and
Celia moved far afield through rasp-
berries and vellow buttercups. He felt
it now, as he lay aside her among
level shadows and gilt-topped verdure—
he felt it and wondered whether it was
love. Perhaps Celia could have told
him, I don't know, but it was plain
enough to the tethered kid and the
Maltese cat, to the drifting swallows,
and the orioles in the linden trees be-
side the well-sweep. It was simple and
self-evident to the Alderney, lowing
at the bars, to the Jersey staring stol-
idly at Celia, to the robins, the hedge
birds—yes, to the tireless crickets
chirping from every tussock.

Now whether or not it was equally
plain to Tip as he came trudging up
the gravel walk, I do not know.

He said, “Helld, Cis,” and came and
kissed her—a thing he did not often do
voluntarily. *“I smashed Bill Timer-
son in the jaw,” he continued, “and he
told the teacher ,and I dasn’t go Jback.”
Then he glanced humbly at Garland.

Celia had tears in her eyes, and she
also turned instinctively to Garland.
“Speak to him, please,” she said, “I
can do pothing.”

“Yes you can,”
Mr. Garland

said Tip
together.

“you and
I've told him.”

“Tip will go back to school tomor-
row,” said Garland, “and take his
thrashing.”

Tip looked doubtfu!l

“And,” continued Garland, *“as Bil
Timerson is older and stronger than
Tip, Tip will continue to punch him

whenever asgaulted.”
“Oh—oh!” pleaded Celia.

em,” he thought, smiling upon m-—i,“fr".’;" the m":?r'!::’;_ brook ﬂ"f;‘f\ S'hlrnv,', ded. The sunlight gilded her arms,
free-born if\- UG | kS ‘1 i b“ ne"'d‘\']_“fkg' -ag bare to the shoulder, and glittered in
Uncle Billy's felonious traffic in ”‘"i:;lv“l»:‘lw“\].y.&-.l:q;'.::xN:h::ﬁ:{guelhAll;([-n‘n dl?]f‘ ;x fierce halndarcnmd her burnished
,‘::;]fél;n{uﬂu;i “(’A\.\‘*;‘ !.,‘:.‘.-:;A,'.}‘ f”,‘ l:i',_\ ,A,I,,‘ waderer, _ : e]_\w’«].\ 1'1'i2;e,(;d\\j:l|: rdzi)rr{\')”l]z{sr},i;[};:nb’.l;:;
thusiastic voice against i:lu -..[)HH“ | _.“"' .“" e . o m',ﬂ slf“ A Dm”,: beauty of her mouth was indeseriba-
Sraint ne dom Tosl” Mo ohserved 1o ] ‘H]l!v r::’.u‘:hmg a cork floating with | ;.. Garland, as usual, offered to sl
Gark‘i’:‘.d_ “let the wimmen hev their| . pga,» said Garland, “you ought to ti)r'((-;}:”(: DOl S50, .. 90 WUNI BNy
“_a,’v' be in school, Tip.” - ..'~“: g 1ot L R e
P i m.’.".! you ;rl{?rym‘ _suggested | phe hoy looked at Garland through \uu\.; ‘(‘] ’::‘\';_”M' Y;:" ‘mhef":;:.‘lu. Ihl
ra.rlax:.i', that a liberal law would be | gilded tangled curls. “Can't you see sesture, but I knew what you'd q"“,,.
be_‘.t"' " ; , | 'm fiehing?” he said in a whisper. L':Thw-x sty s i o mcos
Naw,” replied Uncle Billy “I see,” said Garland, “but you know | 4 = o 37 ° Y T e
But don’t you think even a poor J your sister wouldn’t allow it. Why did|’ "E‘r;r-r-;w ™ ‘he’ adwmitted !
lw should be observed until wise leg- ! you stay away from school, Tip?” M ol bkec vk ! x‘""i- e I
islation can find a remedy? The angelic eyes were lowered a mo- | o o ™% ‘v,' < '1' yio ‘]l-ﬁ,r' e idn' ’ar
}“Nav;;." $iS Tucle By, and wiewed ‘ ment, then the boy carefully raised his ‘,(30‘ E T Y SMCTRRILSSCRT ‘wl
the subject. wole, and seel ait intact, |* L
Sometimes Uncle Billv would come ’ ;lllz(l‘w'“fjr :' im‘:”l]hgp \\t'grer lz)izah'l- ! 'th.ur!_:m.d‘\- “(““ 1.1 also, and' m':?nde a'n'E
out on the verandah where t;.u’l.l:u.li “Rill Himerson biffed me,” said yhnf"U : pass at a white butterfly with hh'
was sitting in the sun, fussing over | child B ; e |
some captured caterpillar. His invar-| «Jf Wiily Timerson struck vou, you | i H"“"' you cauyght any new butter-
fable salute was, “More bugs? Gosh!” | should not stay away from school,” he | 1€5 today?" she asked, bending to tie
Once he brought Garland a cockroach, | said: *‘did you—er—hit him back?” “".7\-‘\,lwl';\i-l;‘}l:s‘ ol inswered. |
and Suggf‘.\‘lr"i Lhe bar-room as a new ' yid 2 ! | X0 “' 1ng new, e = answered.
and iInteresting collecting ground, but },.j J\J » pepeated Garland, re- ;:slnv Sl‘l"d!g:nlc;l‘]b'i up, brushed a dmp’ or |
Garland explained that his business | pw\\_mr" 2. asnile \?. of milk rnv.:n »’nv hem of her pink |
did not include such augean projects, | Heu! Why, Mister Garland, !.”“”[' passed a slim hand over her |
and the thrifty old man was baffled | slammed that d—n mug of his—" I.l‘lrui.n[»]“'i apron. and leaned hark{
“What's them bugs good fur? he | T + said Garland. | against the tree trunk, touching her |
demanded at length. Garland explained The bov hung his head and looked | Pall “3””" with her ﬁ“g""‘“-__ l
but Uncle Billy never got over the im-|at the cork. Garland sat down beside .]“‘“{ _'”gm' she said, a great|
pression that Garland's real business [ him and lighted his pipe green miller-moth came sound the )
was the advertising of Persian Powder.| A a moment he said: *Tip, 1/lamp. I caught him for you. {
Most of the prominent citizens of Ten | tho vou promised me not to]. “A Luna,” he said, “thank you, ('e'f
Pin Corner came to Garland to engage | lia ‘ ‘ ’
his services potato-beetle extermin-| The boy was silent - “Luna,” she repeated gravely, “is he
Lor 1easuring n destrover j | ‘Did vou? gaid Garland rz"’:" . _
o ral ool lit litos Yes replied the boy, sullenly ) She ‘n.m picked up u.l few 4phrases
to each in turn he carefully explained| ““Well?" persisted Garland. from Garland and used them with pret-
vhat his profession was ' I lied,” said the boy |ty consq i“fﬂl"'l‘l»"it"“*
They were skeptical—sometimes sar- “You forgot,” said Garland quietly, | “No said hur‘:a!_;rl. “not very rare—
One thing .d | “vou donig lie, Tip.” but 1 will keep this one.”
them: he had never been knowr The nl looked at him shyly, then “I caught some more, too,” she con-
try to sell anybody Persian Powder | turn=d to his cork again jr-:‘ ued, “‘a _""'!!"’,“ miller—"
for. possessed with idea that he| *Tip.,” said Garland, “what do you| "'Moth, Celia.”
was some ew species of drummer, | think of these?”’ he opened his creel ..'“““A““"””:”
they found is difficult to reconcile |2nd Tin looked in No—a moth
with their susy ns 7| "Hell!” said the child softly. | "A yellow moth™ she continugd se-
“Bin a-buggin’. hain't was the “What!" interrupted Garland. renely, “that had eyes on its wings.”
usual salute from the free-born whom | — LThere!” said Tip calmly, *T lied| _‘Saturnia Io,” said Garland. ,
} et i lds: and when Garland | @8ain; lam me one in the snoot, Mister | 10, ' rep ated the girl softly, “is it
smiled : ree-born would | Gariand.” (i : . o e
expects ; 1 O] S . By 1 touched the boy lightly on | l' is rare here I will keep it.'
slick, Mist Garl 1, vew're moren | cehead ‘You will try.” he smr_i. The Maitese cat lifted its voice and
a Yankee tha I be¢ conceal the deapair in his|rubbed its arched back against the
Te Pin | ners buil yice | milk ]w»ul Its name was Julia, and
sides of th vd: the Cons “Yes riad the child ferventl [ | Garland called it to him.
tel stood at one extremity will, Mr. Garland, so help me—I mean.| “Julia has a saucer of milk on the
street, the postoffi b yther : | cross my heart After a moment he x_rm-ls, she is only teasing,” said Ce-
land once asked why place was | added, * I—I“b,-ougn! you a green worm | lia - _ .
called Ten Pin Corners. and Uncle “H_{**hvl'v it is.” ‘ Cive t But Julia’s voice was sustained and
v told him a abou having been | Hello! i A h-rm,l'|“'\rl1n.~ eh ..\f.l.).f'n piercing, and G: d 1':}5v laughing
named from s. Uncle Billv's Jatia) } ob :".r-'v Tip, » here did _you ‘5z;r it » ;ul)'l‘ poured a f.' w drops of warm fresh
ten pin alley 1 “Sister fr-um’l, it on t;'w” plﬂl,zfl~.:‘.i‘ u.vl_.; into the half-filled saucer. Then
“Then whv not Ten Pin Alley 2" | said n'_rb'bc- you d want It, y.-.ppucd ',hp““',"'{' exposed _ the depth of her ca-
asked Ga i child Nfting his line -18&”1’: say, Mis-|priciousness; she sniffed at the milk,
“Cuz it no alley,” sniffed Uncle l lel \";"".r:dn‘,j'.‘ Squire Perkins says | walked :tlull.l‘:ri it twice, touched the
Billy. | youse 100RY . s saucer playfully, patted a strax leaf
“But,” persisted Garland, “why Cor-| What i _l:u:g.‘\e.d A(mrland - -, ig-,”]y_ “fl""‘ paw, and thfn suddenly
ners”” N 1 val‘vnn.,- continued the chiid. el pretending that v‘“h() was in da.ngrr of
“Becuz there hain't no corners.” said | 58YS You was onct a book agent or ; | instant annihilation from some impend-
Uncle Billy, evasively, and retired to| %' ln{:n\;\r‘pr_—‘ but vou're looney now and :n;gx‘v‘dlaiml!\, pl'u'rll\t(‘lli linto the middle
. : can ITK O1 ne la < oKe er
his bar, ””,"f'“\ and irritated. “Asks | ""!‘h»= Hon. Hanford Perkins, Tip?”’ |half wav *tlxlp (:1mt)y.—L-xr]mllk.mili,idru;zl:;g
s —ase ,l.’];“"-hml e ol e s | asked Garland, laughing frankly | with swollen tail and ears flattened |
manm'mt,\. he '.‘U‘Ii_HliMJ to the Hon ‘Yep. ole Perkins hisself.” L Gacisnd Bt hack & i St .on
H.c_n!nrd Perkins I've hed drummers “To whom did he euloglze me, Tip”™ | the turf. *“It is the wav of s wrosid
an’ drummers at the Constitooshu: = s ¢he turi. t 1s the way of the world,
“ - What, sir? he said gaily.
)r:;lr'n 1 (T iy O S “To whom did he say this?" | Celia picked up a pine cone and
iy ] ] 3i 1" Cells d her back | : iain v g BLd "o e
.TY‘:‘? Hon. Hanford Perkins looked at| . r,..‘:‘z:’..‘s’lt.:r«—;{:\“r H;'\arpnir;?l;‘ ]l«:.‘(‘;:\‘_\""' gﬂ‘]'f)r\llvl{u“d\l::':h n(:,!r ti::n:{’l;;d d.:h-:. onl
U'ncle Billy and spat gravely upon the Garland was laughing, but managed | .. ' . . 8ry; she y

attention,” he added.
“Some people are hungry for atten-

riage was legal, and the uncle, im-
placable, so Celia took her brother Tip
in one hand, and a thinned-out pocket-
beok in the other, and went to her dead
parent’s home, the stone house at Ten
Pin Cornérs. She sometimes heard of
Minster, never from him. He had
struck the public taste as Dick Wil-
lard, the hero of the lachrymose melo-

i framed

“Let him,” said Garland, smiling,

Tip threw his arms around his sister’s

{ neck and kissed her again, and she held

him tightly to her milk-stained apron.
“Mr. Garland knows,” she whispered,
“my darling, try to be good.”
II1.
leaned back in

Garland his chair in

the dingy bar-roem of the Constitu-
tion hotel His abstracted gaze wan-
dered back from Uncle BRilly to a

chromo on the wall, a faithful
reproduction of some catsup bottles, a

boiled lobster and a platter of unin-
viting oysters. The Hon Hanford Per-
Kins was speaking—he had been speak-

ing for half an hour. For years, like

| Peffer, he had been telling the govern-

ment what to do, but his patience, un-
like Peffer's, was exhausted, and now
he had decided to let the

country go
to tha devil He wrote no more letters
to the Highfield Banner, he sulked, and
an ungrateful country never even knew

iIt. At times, however, under the kind-
ly stimulus of Uncle Billy's "j'yful
juice,” he condescended to address the
freeborn in the bar-room of the Con-

stitution hotel He was doing it now,
He had touched upon silver with the
elephantine dexterity of a Populist, he
had settied the tariff to the satisfaction

of Ten Pin Corners, he spoke of the
folly of maintaining a navy, and dis-
missed the army with a masterly sar-

casm in which the phrase, “fuss'n
feathers,” was dwelt upon. Uncle Bil-
ly, in the popular attitude of a cherub,
elbows on bar, gazed at him with
undisg admiration. Cy Pettingil,
fearful that he was not on an equality
with : drummer in the corner,, spat
upon the stove until he was, Then the
drummer told an unclean story which
was success, but the Hon. Hanford
Perkins, feeling slighted at the loss of
attention,
which threw
the shade.

rland stirred restlessly, and opened

the

vised

sip
into
(

the drummer’s story

Wilson on Hybrids again. ie had
been reading for a moment or two
when a name caught his ear, and he

closed his book and raised his eyes,
The Hon. Hanford Perkins was
spasaking, and Garland leaned over and
touched his coat sleeve.
“You are speaking of a woman,” he
“that is not the tone to use nor
the place to discuss any wo-

said,
is this
man.”’

“Hey?” saild the Homn. Hanford, with
a laugh, and laughed at Uncle Billy.

“l guess he can say what he dam
pleases in my house,” said Uncle Billy,
expectorating, “the girl's not yourn.”

“The girl,” added Cy Pettingil, "is
a damned lfttle—"

Then Garland took Cy Pettingll by
the throat, ewung him around the room
twice, and kicked him headlong into
the bflliard table, under which Pettin-
gil hastily scrambled.

“Now,” sald Garland
Hanferd Perkins,

to the Hon.
“do you want to
foillow Pettingil? Tf you do, just wag
that bunch of whiskers on your chin
again.”

The drummer in the corner smiled
uneasily, plcked up his sample case and
key, and said good-might in an uncer-
tain veice to Garland. TUncle Billy's
eyes were fixed upon Garland with a
fascinated stare, and his jaw slowly
dropped. The Hon, Hanford Perkins
cast one amazed glance at Pettingil,
another at Uncle Billy, and waddled
majestically out into the street.

When QGarland had plcked up his
book and left the hotel, Cy Pettingil
crawled from beneath the billiard ta-
ble and approached Unele Billy., He
expectorated and leaned on the bar,
but no amount of ejected saliva could
re-establish him In his own estimation
—he felt this bitterly.

“I1T git thse law on him.,” he said
after a moist silence, and rubbed his
red hend over his chin. “T'll hev the
jaw omto him.,” he repeated; but Uncle
Billy was non-commital,

“Gimme a little bug-juice,” said Cy,
after an umocomfortable silence, and
tossed a quarter upon the bar, with os-
tentatious carelessness— “T'm dry,
Billy.”

“Yew be?” s=ald Unecle Billy, “wall,
yvew don't git no bug-julce nor nawthin’
here.”

“Hey!” said Pettingfl.

“Naw,” said Uncle Billy, scornfully,
and retired to the depths of the bar

Garland walked slowly down the road
in the twilight, switching the grass
with the bamboo staff of his butterfly
net, angry with himself and nauseated
with the free-born. And as he walked
he was aware of a light touch on his
arm, and a lighter footstep by his
side. It was Tip.

“I—I was in the hallway of the ho-
tel,” said Tip, eagerly, “'n’' I seen what
you done to Cy Pettingil—"

“What were you doing there?” said
Gartand sharply.

“Buyin’ salts for Cis—oh! T just love
you, Mister Garland!” And Dbefore

: Continued on Page 6.

told a scandalous bit of gos- |

Foot
Stools

40¢

Freeds have placed this footstool on sale before, but never have had
enough to supply the demand. This time we have plenty. This footstoo)
is upholstered in velour and in any color or design that you wish. It is
8 inches in height, 11 inches in diameter and has brass legs. It is worth
muck more than the price we ask. On sale all week.

We have thirty of these solid oak Morris Chairs, with loose, reversible
cushions in different colors. While they last we will sell them for—

- $5.75

335 Ofl

THIS WEEK WE WILL GIVE A D|SCOUNT OF 33 1-3 PER CENT OFF ON THE FOL-
LOWING GOQDS:

Dining Room Sets

Weathered Oak Library Furniture
Weathered Oak Chairs and Rockers
Mahogany Bedroom Furniture
Birdseye Maple Bedroom Furniture
Brass Beds
Music Cabinets
Parlor Furniture

Leather Furniture
Gold Cabinets
Morris Chairs
Davenports Folding Beds
Combination Book Cases
Fine Kitchen Cabinets
Office Desks Side Boards Buffets
China Closets Extension Tables

Remember

One-Third Off the Regular Price

GOODS WILL BE HELD UNTIL YOU WANT THEM DELIVERED.

Freed Furnitur

& Carpet Co.

18 to 40 E. Third South St.




